Perhaps I rowed with galley slaves

Whose labour never ceased,
To bring across Phoenician waves

Your treasure from the East.

Maybe you were an Emperor then

And I a favourite slave;
Some youth, whom from the lions* den

You vainly tried to save!
Maybe I reigned, a mighty King,

The early nations knew,
And you were some slight captive thing.

Some maiden whom I slew.

Perhaps, adrift on desert shores

Beside some shipwrecked prow,
I gladly gave my life for yours*

Would I might give it now!
Or on some sacrificial stone

Strange Gods we satisfied.
Perhaps you stooped and left a throne

To kiss me ere I died.

Perhaps, still further back than this,
In times ere men were men*

You granted me a moment's bliss
In some dark desert den,

When, with your amber eyes alight
With iridescent flame,